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Road to Elysian Park 


Author's Notes: 
A little something | thought up. Happy New Year. 


Steven Adler taps his fingers impatiently on the wheel and glances at the cheap Casio wrapped round his wrist. 
The digits blink 18:57 in pale, eye-numbing blue, the only light in the dark, silent car he sits in, parked in the 
dark, silent street with unnaturally clean sidewalks lined with dark, silent houses, aligned in military precision 
Suburbia during the evening hours has a particular stillness to it, with the street lamps glowing a soft, icy 
off-white, and the curtains of every house carefully drawn, obscuring any and all signs of life within Even the 
birds and rodents seem to retreat in deference, and Steven finds himself surreptitiously getting rid of his 
chewing gum into an old tissue, the thought of popping bubbles here bordering on the profane. 


There's no wind tonight, despite the fact that it's early December and winter's cool claws have started to 
penetrate the air of Los Angeles. The few trees he can see are motionless and miserable, with a few dull 
leaves hanging limply from thin twigs and gnarled, sagging branches. Sighing, he pulls his phone out of his 
pocket - an iPhone 5, the cracked screen smeared with greasy fingerprints - and taps out a text to his client, 


somebody named Saul, who was supposed to be outside number 42 waiting for him. 


This is your Uber driver. lm here. 


He exits the app before checking to see the message has been sent, and opens Spotify, untangling his ancient 
earplug as it loads. He plugs himself into Kiss's Unholy, a childhood favourite, and turns the volume all the way 
up. He waits, leaning his head against the cool glass of the window and scrolling numbly through his dozens of 


unanswered emails, most of them advertisements or junk. 


‘Lam the incubus, 

I lay the egg in you 

The worm that burrows through your brain 

But you are the beast that calls me by my name..." 


Steven sings quietly under his breath. He tilts his head away from the window and arches his spine, feeling the 
cracks bubbling in his bones. Glancing towards number 42, he rolls his eyes when there is no apologetically late 
client hurrying their way towards him, starting to feel irritated. He leans his shoulder against the car door and 


stares down at his phone. 


A sudden brief jerk vibrates against his arm, as if one of the other doors have been slammed. He sits up. His 


eyes slide over the rear view mirror, over the man sitting behind him in the back seat. 

Crying out, Steven jumps, yanking the earphones away and scrambling to look behind him. 

"What the fuck!" he yells. The man in the backseat holds up a placating hand, adjusting his denim jacket. 
"Sorry. | didn't mean to scare you." 

"Oh, no shit? Good fucking job, buddy!" 

I'm sorry,” the man repeats. 


"Jesus. Couldn't let me know you got in, couldja?" Steven grouses, one hand still on his chest as he slumps back 


in his seat, breathing heavily. 
"I only just got in now. You didn't hear me, your music was too loud” 


Steven realises Kiss is still raging away through his headphones, and he reaches for his phone and turns the 
music off. As his heartbeat tapers shakily back to its regular rhythm and his mouth regains its moisture, he 
swallows and scratches the back of his neck, reaching under his T shirt. The man waits, watching him. Steven 
can't see his eyes too clearly because of the thick black curls falling over his face, but still he knows the man 
is watching him all right, one hand still gripping the side of his frayed denim jacket tight around his body. 
Steven registers a silver ring glinting dully on the man's little finger. He clears his throat, scratching his head. 


"You Saul?" he asks, peering at the mirror into the man's face as subtly as he can, trying to make out his 


expression. 
"That's me." 

Steven checks his phone. "Going to Elysian Park?" 
“That's right" 


Adjusting the phone in its plastic holder, Steven throws a glance over his shoulder at Saul. "It closes in, like, a 


couple hours, you know." 

"| know." 

"And it's gonna take us at least forty minutes to get there." 
"| know." 


Steven stares at his passenger in the rearview mirror. It's impossible to tell whether Saul is looking back at 


him, and finally, Steven shrugs and starts the car, shaking his head. "Your money, dude, not mine.” 


The car, a black 2016 Nissan and Steven's dearest possession to date, growls to life as he pulls away from the 
kerb and presses his foot against the gas pedal. The street is illuminated with the bright yellow of his 
floodlights, and he blinks as his eyes adjust. A burst of warm air puffs thickly from the car heater, bumping 
reassuringly against Steven's bare arms. The raised hairs settle back down against his skin, and he lets out a 
little sigh of relief as they leave that uninviting suburban street and head towards the freeway, where the 
other cars hum past in a blur of dull colour, headlights blinking along the dimness of the road. Steven is 
undeniably grateful to be amongst people again, and out of the resolute emptiness of that terraced prison of a 
neighbourhood. 


"So, what's in Elysian Park?" he ventures, drumming his fingers as he drives, glancing up at Saul's reflection 
"Trees and wildlife, | guess," Saul replies blankly, head turned towards the window. His mass of curls completely 
obscures his face at that angle. Steven isn't sure if he's trying to be funny, but he laughs anyway. Saul 
appears surprised at this, and turns back to look at him. His mouth twitches unsteadily into something 
resembling a smile. 

"Can we go faster, please?" he asks, unsteady smile twitching away on his chapped lips. 


Steven eyes the speedometer. "Fuck it, sure." 


He presses down harder on the gas pedal, but not too much. He'd already been in trouble once for breaking 


speed limits, and didn't want to risk it again 


"I can't go too much higher than seventy, dude," Steven says. "| can't afford more points on my license, and my 


boss'll probably just fire me." 


They zoom past two cars with a brief roar, one on each side. Almost as an afterthought, Steven adds, "Plus, 


its not that safe, and all." 


Saul doesn't respond. From the rear view mirror, Steven sees that he's once again staring out the window, 
fiddling with the silver ring on his finger, and decides to focus on just driving for a while, turning his attention 
to the map on his phone. He follows the little blue line on the screen studiously, and the traffic starts to thin 
out, the telltale stream of headlights growing fewer and far between. When Steven's vision starts to blur, he 
turns the brightness on his phone all the way down. The interior of the car darkens, and he blinks, widening his 
eyes and squeezing then shut several times to moisten the surface and get rid of that aching sting. 


"Is there a light?" Saul's terse voice disrupts the soothing hum of the engine. 


"Uh, sorry. The interior lights broken," Steven tells him. He takes one hand off the wheel and presses the 


button on the ceiling a few times, demonstrating. "See?" 

Saul writhes. Steven can hear his breath whistling through his nostrils, agitation peeling from him in waves. 
"Here," Steven says quickly, tapping at his phone screen. He finds the flashlight function on his phone and 
activates it, but quickly realises this is not much of a solution Tilted on its side, the phone's flashlight faces 
the dashboard and succeeds in nothing but creating a small pool of silver just under the front window. 
"That's useless, turn that off," Saul snaps. 

"All right, Jesus," Steven mumbles, complying. "Can't you use your phone?" 

A short pause. 


"Don't have one." 


"You don't have a phone?" Steven can't keep the incredulity out of his voice. "You live in Rich People Drive with 


all those fancy houses and you don't have a phone?" 


They shoot past another car. The familiar millisecond-roar sounds off, and the car lights up with brightness 
from the other vehicle, before plunging once more into dimness. Saul doesn't reply. Steven stares hard at him, 
then gives up and keeps his eyes on the road ahead. He's never liked driving at night, and with the distinct lack 
of other vehicles, the road is just a black mass preceded by a puddle of blurred grey road, courtesy of his 
headlights, that moves much too fast. 


"im sick of the dark." 


Steven notes the hint of desperation in Saul's voice. 
"| hate it. / hate it so much" 


‘Sorry, man," Steven says helplessly, looking around the car for any solution. His eyes widen when they land on 


the glove compartment. 


"Hang on a sec," he says excitedly, reaching for it with one hand, steering with the other. The car wobbles 


slightly. 
"Be careful," Saul warns, nervousness making his voice brittle. 
"Relax, dude. l'm a professional." 


Steven clicks the glove compartment open and rummages, wide eyes focused on the road, and he laughs in 


triumph when his groping hand finds the flashlight. 


"There you fuckin’ go," he declares, holding it up like a baton before passing it back to Saul. The other man 
takes it eagerly and clicks it on. The light is dark orange and weak, but Steven figures it's better than nothing. 
Saul points it around the car, looking feverishly around at the darkest corners, holding the device in both 
hands. When he's satisfied with his examination of the upholstery, he sets it on his lap, one hand placed almost 
lovingly over its circumference. The dribble of glowing orange trails towards the left back door. Occasionally, 
Saul directs it downwards towards the floor, before setting it back in place. His own profile is still stubbornly 
shrouded in darkness, now more than ever with the flow of traffic - and, therefore, the blaze of headlights - 
has thinned to almost nothing. 


Or, nothing at all, Steven realises. The last car they had passed was nearly ten minutes ago, and there are no 
telltale red taillights visible on the road ahead. Steven blinks up at his passenger for a moment, seeing hunched 


shoulders, and something is wrong, but he can't figure out what it is. 


When the sly silence gnaws at his eardrums, demanding to be heard, and when the cold starts to lap at his 


skin and creep under his clothes like ice diffusing across a window on a winter's night, Steven stiffens. 


"The heater," he breathes, reaching for it, his palm met by nothing. All traces of heat have disappeared, along 
with the reassuring sssshhhhh that accompanies the steady jets of air. The pads of his fingers recoil from the 
indifferently cold flaps of plastic, not even a whisper of residual heat left over. He wonders how long it's been 


like this, why he didn't notice sooner. 


"You OK there, man?" he asks Saul, watching as the other man burrows his chin into his frayed denim jacket 


and swallowing down a surge of guilt. "Sorry about this car. The heat just spazzed on me." 


"lm cold" The words are tight, low, and Steven has to strain to hear them even in the pillow of quiet. 


"Yeah, me too," Steven sighs, flexing his arms and hoping the movement drives away some of the cold "Least 


you have a jacket." 
"Im sick of being cold" 
Steven can't make out Saul's face, but the snarl in his voice is loud and clear. 


"lim sick of it. All the goddamn time." 


Clearing his throat, Steven wriggles slightly in his seat, throwing an uneasy look at the mirror. "Yeah, look. Like | 


said, l'm sorry." 
A sudden though makes him frown. 


"lts gonna be even colder outside, though, and we're gonna get there soon. Are you sure you're gonna be OK in 
the park?" 


Saul doesn't speak. 


"l'm surprised those houses don't have a decent radiation system," Steven continues. "Is yours broken or 
something? For you to be cold a lot?" 


"| don't live on that street," Saul says. Steven blinks, confused. 

‘Oh... mean, it was your pickup spot, so | just assumed - " 

"Not anymore." 

Steven tilts his head sympathetically. "Parents kick you out, huh? Been there." 

Saul retreats, curling into himself, rubbing his hand up and down his arm, with his head lowered so his hair 

falls completely over his face. Steven watches, a misty film of fraternal tenderness clouding his eyes as he 

does, and decides to leave it alone. Family, he has come to realise, is a very touchy subject for pretty much 


everyone. 


As he drives, he gradually notices that his fingertips have begun to tingle. Icy whispers ghost over his knuckles 
and he shivers, inhaling through his teeth. 


"Shit, this cold ain't no joke," he mumbles to himself. His breath condenses in a swirl of transparent white, and 


when he licks his lips, his tongue feels like a dynamic slab of cool marble. 


"You OK back there?" he asks his passenger. 


"Keep driving," comes the taut reply. 


Steven exhales, tightening his grip on the wheel. "Listen, dude. Maybe | should turn around and take you To a 


motel or something for the night. Someplace warm." 

Chewing his lip, he throws a cautious look up at the mirror. 

Saul isn't there. 

"What the - " 

Steven whips his body around. Saul's grey face is an inch from his own, his huge eyes glittering white-hot. 

"| said keep driving" he hisses, and the whites of his eyes gleam dully against his concrete skin, and Steven's 
heart bulges in his throat, blocking the exit of words. He manages to nod, and turns away from that face, that 
haggard, bony face, and he hunches the steering wheel, almost hugging it. He flicks his eyes up at the mirror, 
but Saul is still leaning too far forward to be caught in its reflection Steven shifts forward in his seat as far 
as he can, and flinches when Saul speaks. 


"They left me, you know." 


The words are calm, but edged with a glacial, crackling rage that wasn't there before, and Steven thinks in a 


kind of dreamy blankness Oh man Ive finally picked up the nut thats going to kill me. 
"They abandoned me. They don't care that it's cold all the time, and dark" 


Steven manages to force his teeth apart, the tension making his head shudder. "Dude, parents are assholes, 


what can ya do - ' 
“t's not my fucking parents! 

The roar blasts out from the backseat, anguished and furious, cutting through Steven's bones. 

"Saul, hey man, just - just relax, OK?" 

"They just left me alone” 

The wretched attempt at a soothing response dies on Steven's lips when icy fingers slither around the back of 
his neck, rough fingernails sluicing against his skin. He screams. One arm flails wildly behind him, trying to push 


that terrible touch away, as the rest of his body jerks, his foot flattening the gas pedal, the engine howling in 


his ears. 


"They left me." Saul spoke into Steven's ear in the driest of whispers, somehow dodging Steven's arm without 


moving a muscle. "No one even knows l'm there" 


The rearview mirror trembles with the speed of the Nissan, and Saul is leaning forward too far to be 
reflected in it. Steven feels the weight of the other man's body pressed against his seat, and those fingers 
tighten against his neck and spine like a vice. An slimy blanket of gooseflesh trickles along Steven's skin as 
Saul's papery cheek brushes against his own, and he shudders, nauseated. 


"What the fuck are you talking about - " 


"Please..take me back, take me home..." Saul's voice is laden with bleak, tortured misery, and those huge eyes - 
much too big for that face - peer with maddened desperation at Steven, his fingers digging and twisting as he 


tries to force Steven to face him. 


"Get the fuck off mel" Steven bellows, wrenching his head away, lungs bursting for air. A skull-jarring thud 
bursts between his ears and his car quakes, then lurches, almost throwing him from his seat. He slams the 


brakes on, and the car screeches into stillness. 


Air scrapes uselessly in the back of his throat. He hears his heart thudding distantly, but he doesn't feel it 
and that should worry him but it doesn't. He sits, rooted to his seat, bound to it almost, and stares numbly at 


the unmarked glass of his windshield. 


After a while, his arm moves, fumbling to open the car door. He starts to heave his body out only to be 
dragged back in again, something clawing at his chest and stomach, and the scream is already building in his 
throat until his hands find the smooth nylon of the seat belt its the seat belt only the seat belt. Out he 
stumbles, almost falling as his legs threaten to fold, staggering around in front of his car like a drunk madman, 


arms hanging uselessly by his sides 
"Hello," he rasps. 


The headlights glower at him, tiny white matter floating in their bright stream. They're not broken, not even 
cracked, and there's no dent in the hood at all. He falls to his knees and peers under the car, the icy asphalt 
scratching his palms, seeing nothing, and he lets his eyelids fall resignedly shut as he reaches his arm under 
the car, feeling for the syrupy warmth of fresh blood, the lumpy solidness of a human being trapped beneath 
the wheels, but there's nothing, and he pulls his arm back to his side. His breath is coming in stuttering 
whimpers as he crawls to his feet and looks around, almost falling again when his eyes land on the shrubbery 


lining the freeway. Trancelike, he walks towards it, collapses, and starts to rummage. 
"Hello," he begs, his whole body sagging. "God, please be OK, please..." 
There's mud beneath his hands, mud like icy sludge. He gasps when his hand brushes over fabric. He digs and 


shoves at the mass of sharp leaves and twigs, moaning, barely feeling the sting they leave on his skin, and the 
glare from the headlights is just enough to reveal matted black hair and a frayed denim jacket and a dull glint 


from a silver ring on the little finger and Steven is stumbling backwards towards his car, lips mouthing no no 
no no no and the backseat of the Nissan is empty, empty. 


"Saul!" Steven screams, reaching inside the car as if to pluck the man out of thin air. "Saul!" 


He launches himself away from the car, nearly falling flat on his face, and screams again, from the depths of 


his guts, his voice breaking. "Saul! 

The Nissan's headlights slice through the night, and at the edge of their path is a limp hand, the only part of 
him that is visible, bloated and long hardened by rigor mortis. The silver ring glints away as Steven's nostrils 
finally recognise the scent of death, like a hot paste of shit and meat. He heaves, splattering the road with 
half-digested lasagne. 


He's been dead for weeks, Steven thinks between eruptions of vomit, shaking, on his hands and knees. 


He's been dead for weeks 


